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and the barn-door cock, cooped up within his hen-fence, risks no
flight over the low wall, for he is too timorous to trust in his
wings, like the high-soaring bird of prey. Have eyes for seeing,
feet for going, fins for swimming, and pinions for flight been
allotted thee, thou wilt not grub like a mole underground; nor
hide thyself like a dull shell-fish among mud; nor, like the king
of the poultry, be content with crowing from the barn-door: but
come forward into day; run, swim, or fly into the clouds, as
Nature may have furnished thee with gifts. For it suffices not
the active man to continue what he is; but he strives to become
what he may be. Therefore, do thou try being what the gods
have called thee to; then wilt thou judge rightly whether the
Bohemian kingdom is worth an acre of corn-land in barter, yea
or not."

This earnest oration of the Deputy, in whose face no jesting
feature was to be discerned; and still more the insignia of royalty,
the purple robe, the sceptre and the golden sword, which the am-
bassadors brought forward as a reference and certificate of their
mission's authenticity, at last overcame the mistrust of the doubt-
ing ploughman. All at once, light rose on his soul; a rapturous
thought awoke in him, that Libussa had discovered the feelings
of his heart; had, by her skill in seeing what was secret, recog-
nised his faithfulness and constancy: and was about to recom-
pense him, so as he had never ventured even in dreams to hope.
The gift of prophecy predicted to him by her oracle, then came
into his" mind; and he thought that now or never it must be ful-
filled. Instantly he grasped his hazel staff; stuck it deep into
the ploughed land; heaped loose mould about it, as you plant
a tree; and, lo, immediately the staff got buds, and shot forth
sprouts and boughs with leaves and flowers. Two of the green
twigs withered, and their dry leaves became the sport of the wind;
but the third grew up the more luxuriantly, and its fruits ripened.
Then came the spirit of prophecy upon the rapt ploughman; he
opened his mouth, and said: "Ye messengers of the Princess
Libussa and of the Bohemian jpeople, hear the words of Primis-
laus the son of Mnatha, the stout-hearted Knight, for whom,
blown upon by the spirit of prophecy, the mists of the Future
part asunder. The man who guided the ploughshare, ye have
called to seize the handles of your princedom, before his day's
work was ended. 0 that the glebe had been broken by the
furrow, to the boundary - stone; so had Bohemia remained an